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Author's Notes: 

This little one-shot is a challenge fic - the challenge being to write a "crossover" between the two selected 
bands. | had to laugh when my challenger picked these two bands for me to pair up, as | don't think they've 
looked at my collected works too carefully. This is set in the same AU as my longfic Awakening. 


"| can't do this," Johan said, shaking his head. "When the hell are we supposed to be together, if you're always 
off with Nightwish and I'm always off with Pain? No, I'm sorry, Anette, this was all a mistake." 


"But..." The words died on Anette's lips. She'd just told him how she'd be expected to go to Finland to rehearse 
before going into the studio for the next Nightwish album, although she hadn't yet been told exactly when. 


"Johan, please.. we can talk it out, surely? There has to be a way to make it work.. look at Emppu and Bruce!" 


"I'm not an old man like Bruce, and I'm surprised Emppu puts up with it," Johan said. "No, I'm done. This was a 
mistake." He grabbed his suitcase and tossed his room key on the desk, then picked it up again. "You better 


come to the desk and get the room put in your own name, if you're going to stay." 


"Fine," Anette said, her voice brittle. She picked up her handbag and followed her now ex-boyfriend to the desk. 
She'd planned to stay in Portugal for six weeks, and while she'd intended to spend that six weeks with Johan, 
she wasn't going to miss out on her six weeks away from the Swedish winter. She'd go back in time for 


Christmas, to spend that with her family there. 


Johan checked himself out and left while she dealt with putting the room under her name and credit card. She 
went back upstairs and winced as her stomach cramped. "Damn it," she muttered as she dug through her bag 
for her sanitary supplies and painkillers. She didn't get cramps very often, but when she did, it usually heralded 
a heavy three-day flow instead of a week of medium to light flow. Well, that was one silver lining about Johan 
leaving - he always grumbled about the mess whenever she was on her cycle. 


SERRE 


"Damn it, Steve, again?" Emma's voice shrilled over his mobile phone, loudly enough that he held it away from 
his ear. "| wish you would just sell the bloody place and be done with it. How many times have you put me off 
because you've had to run to Portugal to deal with some issue or other? Or because said issues took longer 
to deal with than you anticipated and then you had to run right off to Essex or Nassau to start recording, or 
you had to go off on tour. | know you're a busy man, but my God! When the hell are you around for Stanley 


and Maisie? Even Bruce is there for his kids more than you are, and he spends half his time in Finland!" 


Steve groaned to himself, knowing that Emma had worked herself into a right state, if she'd resorted to 
swearing. She hated foul language with a passion, and was always after him to clean up his own. At least no 
one ever told her about what had happened at Download a couple years back, when he'd used the word fuck in 
front of little Eeva Vuorinen, who was just learning to talk and beginning to repeat anything she heard. The 
baby had spent the next couple of weeks randomly saying fuck and giggling at the reactions of anyone within 


hearing. "Emma, .." 
"That's right, Steve, you," Emma interrupted. "Always you. What about me for a change?" 


"Well, | can't bloody well change anything now, can |? It is what it is, and there's not a bloody thing | can do 
about it," Steve said, anger in his voice. "Fine, | get that something's gotta change, but you screeching at me 
from London whilst I'm here does no good whatsoever. I'm here and I've got to deal with the mess before | can 


return to London. You complaining at me like this just makes me want to stay away longer!" 


Now in a fine strop of his own, he shut off his phone and tossed it onto his bed. Already irritated with the 
issues over the health inspections and permits, he truly couldn't deal with any more his wife's complaints 
tonight. Leaving his mobile on the bed, he grabbed his wallet, keys, and passport, then headed down from the 
tiny flat above Eddie's Bar where he stayed whenever he needed to. He felt in dire need of a stiff drink 


E 


Anette, a couple of weeks into her stay in Portugal, decided to try a restaurant in town, now that she was 


over her cycle and feeling a little better in general. But her good mood didn't last, as the restaurant had a 


wedding reception going on in the back half, which spilled out into front half despite the staffs attempts to 


keep it contained. 


Seeing the wedding just reminded her of Johan and her mood plummeted. She drank several glasses of wine 
with her meal and got out of there as quickly as she could. Already tipsy, she meandered down the street, 
when a familiar face caught her eye - Eddie the Head, Iron Maiden's mascot. She blinked and squinted at the 
sign and saw that the place was called Eddie's Bar. It struck her as funny that a Portuguese bar would be 
named after Maiden's mascot and so she decided to stop in for another drink before returning back to her 


hotel. 


She pushed open the door and stepped inside, grinning a little at the Iron Maiden memorabilia decorating the 
place. The language of choice seemed to be English, for which she was grateful, as she didn't speak more than 


a few words of Portuguese. Then she jumped a little when a vaguely familiar voice called her name. 


Steve, sitting at the far end of the bar and on his second poncha since coming down from his room upstairs, 
squinted at the woman entering the place. Something about her seemed familiar, then it occurred to him. She 
looked like Anette from Nightwish, although he thought he'd remembered Anette as having dark hair. Then 
again, hair colour was easily changed in one direction or another, so he called out, "Anette? Is that you? You're 


blond now." 


Looking in the direction of the voice, Anette smiled warmly. "Steve? Ja, its me. | went back to my natural hair, 
got tired of having to touch up the blond roots all the time." She made her way down the bar towards him. "| 


suppose | shouldn't be surprised to see you in Eddie's Bar, should |?" 


"Well, | do own it," Steve told her. "How have you been? It's been nearly a year and a half since the secret 
show at Download for Bruce and Emppu's handfasting, right?" He waved the bartender over and told him, "I'l 


have another poncha, and get the lady whatever she wants as well. 

"l'Il try a poncha, that looks good," Anette told the bartender. Taking a seat next to Steve, she grinned at him. "| 
didn't know you owned a bar here, and ja, it has been about that long. Of course, Nightwish only just ended our 
tour... it was exhausting. Im here on holiday, trying to recover in the warmth before going back to Sweden for 
Christmas." 

"All by yourself?" Steve asked. 


"| am now," Anette said, sighing. "My boyfriend broke it off me just a couple of days after we got here" 


"Oh... I'm sorry," Steve said awkwardly. The bartender returned with their drinks, so he picked up his glass and 
raised it to Anette. "To a peaceful rest of your holiday, then" 


Anette smiled and clinked her glass against his. "And to a peaceful holiday of your own?" she half toasted, half 
asked. 


"| need some bloody peace," Steve grumbled, taking a drink. "I've issues to sort regarding the renewal of the 
permits here, and it's taking longer than | expected. Emma's been complaining at me for the last few days as 
I've had to miss some of the kids' school activities, and it's getting bloody annoying." He shook his head. "So, tell 


me about your tour?" 


"Well, some of it was good, but some was awful," Anette admitted, taking a drink as well. "| suppose | knew 
some people wouldn't like me just because I'm not Tarja, but | didn't expect them to literally threaten to hurt 
me. And the tour was so long, too, | think | wasn't prepared for how hard it would be, to sing so much, so 
often. My last band never did such long tours." 


"Yeah, we made that mistake with the World Slavery tour," Steve said. "Bruce had a hard time on that tour, 
and | admit, | didn't bloody well help any with me being just a bit stubborn about things." 


Anette laughed at that. "Ja, so I've heard. Bruce told us some stories when he came to visit with Emppu." 
"Bloody hell, | expect you think I'm a monster then, yeah?" Steve chuckled. 

"Actually, | think you're very nice," Anette said. 

Steve blushed. "Well, thanks," he said, taking a gulp of his drink. "So, what parts of the tour did you enjoy?" 
The two continued to chat over their drinks, including two more rounds for them both. As the bar started to 
empty out, Anette drained the last of her poncha and stood up. Or rather, attempted to stand up, stumbling 
and catching herself on the bar stool. "Whoa... | think maybe | should have stopped with the first one." She 
giggled as she swayed slightly. 

"Where are you staying?" Steve asked. "Should | call you a taxi?" 

"ll be okay, | think," Anette said. "My hotel isn't far. The walk will do me good" 

"Well, let me walk you back, at least?" Steve said. "This is a decent part of town, but | still want to make sure 
you're safe." He slid off his own stool and took a wobbly step towards her. "And those drinks had some real 
kick to them," he added with a laugh of his own 


"Ja, all right," Anette agreed. 


Neither of them could walk in a straight line, so once they navigated their way out of Eddie's Bar, Steve put 
his arm around Anette, declaring, "Hopefully we can keep each other from falling.” 


She slipped her arm around his waist in return, and they made their wavering way down the street, with 
occasional stumbles that made them both break out in fits of laughter. By the time they reached Anette's 
hotel, Steve, in his pleasant, if befuddled, alcohol-induced haze, found himself noticing how good she felt, 


pressed against him. A little reluctant to relinquish her warmth at his side, he escorted her upstairs to her 


room. 


Leaning against Steve as they walked, Anette enjoyed the feel of his solid build against her, and felt almost 
disappointed when he let go so she could unlock her door. She did so, then turned to smile warmly at him. "So... 
| guess this is goodnight," she said, looking up into his face. 


"Yeah, | guess it is," he answered, looking into her eyes and slowly getting lost in them. 


Neither of them knew for sure who leaned in first, but their lips met and melded together. Anette reached 
behind herself and pushed the door open, and they moved inside without breaking the kiss. 


Steve trailed his fingers slowly down her neck and lightly over the curve of her breasts as he used his foot 


to push the door closed behind them. 


"Mmm." Anette purred into that kiss, sliding her arms around him. She trailed kisses down his neck, nuzzling 


against him as her breath caught in her throat. 


Giving a soft sound of pleasure, Steve melted, feeling a slow fire at the touch of her lips. He'd been here alone 


for a month already, and Anette felt so very good in his arms. "Mmm.. | like that.. 


Anette smiled warmly, pleased with his reaction. She pulled his t-shirt over his head, letting her fingers 
explore the lean musculature of his torso. "Good," she murmured, peppering his collarbones with soft little 


kisses and feeling her knickers growing damp. 


"Think you're overdressed,' Steve said, slipping his hands under her top and lifting it over her head. He paused 
for a moment to admire the pink lace bra accentuating her gently curved breasts before reaching around to 
unhook it and ease it down her arms. "Beautiful," he breathed, sliding his hands up her torso to cup her 
breasts, his thumbs teasing her rosy nipples into tight little peaks. 


"Ja... ja." Anette arched her back, pressing into Steve's touch. Her hands slid up his arms, caressing his 


shoulders as she leaned forward to kiss him deeply once more. 


Sliding his hands down and around, Steve cupped her arse and pulled her tightly against him, letting her feel his 
arousal against her belly. He broke the kiss to nuzzle at her ear, nibbling lightly on the lobe and inhaling the 
fresh strawberry scent of her hair products. 


Anette returned the favour, sucking lightly on his neck as she ground her hips against him. Her hands dropped 
to his waist, scrabbling to unfasten his cargo shorts with drunkenly uncoordinated fingers. It took a couple of 
tries, but once she successfully got them open, she shoved them down, then slid one hand up to caress his 


cock through his underwear. 


Steve groaned, kicking off his trainers and stepping out of the fabric pooled around his ankles, even as his 
hands found the zip of her skirt and undid it to let the garment drop to the floor. He slipped a hand between 
her legs and smiled as she moaned at his touch. He wrapped his other arm around her waist and guided her to 
the bed. Nudging her down onto it, he dropped to his knees to unfasten the ankle straps of her sandals, then 


he reached up to slide off her lacy pink knickers. "You're so wet for me," he murmured. 


"Ja." Anette agreed. "Please." Her hands moved restlessly, sinking into his hair as she tried to tug him up onto 


her. 


With something else in mind, Steve resisted the tugging, nudging her legs apart and pressing soft, open kisses 
up her thighs. "Lie back." he told her, and when she did, he leaned in to taste her, his tongue flicking over her 
clit as he slid two fingers into her slick passage. 


Soft mewling cries escaped Anette's throat at his actions. Her hips bucked up in rhythm with his actions as 
her hands clutched eagerly at his shoulders, her cries growing louder and her breath uneven as he pushed her 


closer to orgasm. 


Steve gave a soft moan of his own as he tasted her juices, feeling the walls of her passage clutching at his 
fingers. He brought her to the brink of orgasm and then pulled back and stood up, shucking off his pants as he 
did so. Grabbing Anette's hand, he brought it to his aching cock. "Show me what you want," he murmured 
softly. 


Anette curled her fingers around his cock, brushing her thumb over the head to spread the pre-cum pooled 
there as she stroked his length. "Fuck me.. need you.." she panted out. With her other hand, she clutched at 
his arm, trying to pull him down once again. Once he moved closer, she guided his hard cock into her slick 


passage. 


Steve's breath caught as he plunged into her wet heat and her legs wrapped around his waist. He leaned down 
to lick and suck at her breasts, causing her to moan and squirm beneath him as he thrust in a steady 
rhythm. Then he worked a hand between them, fingering her swollen clit and feeling her quivering around his 


cock. 


Gasping and moaning, Anette ran her hands over his shoulders and chest, toying with his nipples as she 
writhed beneath him. Her head spun between the alcohol and her arousal and she wanted more. "Ja... knulla 
mig... she panted out, tensing up and then giving a high, wordless cry as she reached her peak, thrusting wildly 


against him. 


"Fuck." Steve groaned, feeling her passage tightening around his cock as she came apart in his arms. "So good." 
He thrust faster, feeling his balls tighten as he slammed hard into her one last time with a grunt as he 
climaxed deep within her. Sated, he stayed there for a long moment before rolling off to the side and wrapping 


his arm around her. 


Anette snuggled against Steve's comforting warmth, asleep almost before her breathing calmed down once 


more. Steve did as well, the alcohol and the release combining to relax him more than he'd been in weeks. 


RRR KK 


When she woke up late the following morning, Anette smiled drowsily to herself despite the faint pounding in 
her temples that told her she'd overindulged the previous night. Aside from the hangover, she felt wonderful, 
better than she had since Johan left. And then she became aware of the solid warmth of a man spooned up 


behind her and closed her eyes once more as she tried to recall the events of the night before. 


Dinner, with that wedding in the back half of the restaurant leading her to have more wine with her meal than 
she usually did, then walking around and spotting that Iron Maiden themed bar. Going into the place and running 
into Steve Harris. Getting drunk with Steve and him offering to walk her back to her hotel for safety. And 
then.. Anette facepalmed. She carefully wiggled around to confirm that yes, she really was naked in bed with an 
equally naked Steve Harris. 


Possibly disturbed by her movement, Steve cracked his eyes open with a soft groan. "Right. | didn't dream it 
all, did 1? Erm, did we..2" 


"Ja," Anette answered. "We did. I'm sorry, | know | shouldn't have.. | can only say that | was drunk and lonely." 


"You weren't the only one drunk and lonely," Steve said. "| wasn't exactly fighting you off, was |? Seems | was 
an active participant in the events of the evening.. and if it was going to happen at all, I'm glad it was you." He 
paused and added, "I'll even admit that if | was free to do so, I'd be open to a repeat. But since I'm not." 


Anette nodded. "| understand. And for what it's worth, I'd be open to a repeat if you were free to do so. But 


since you're not, I'll just say thanks, and no one will hear from me what happened last night, | promise." 


Relieved, Steve gave her a warm smile. "Thanks, Anette. I'd best get dressed and get out of here before 
anyone catches us, yeah?" He sat up carefully and took stock of himself. He definitely had a hangover, but not 
a bad one. He could manage. Padding into the loo, he took care of business and then gave himself a quick wash 


at the sink before finding his discarded clothing and pulling it on. 


Anette ducked into the loo after he exited and washed up as well before getting dressed for the day. "I won't 
go back to Eddie's," she said softly. "| might even leave Portugal, go to Italy or somewhere, just to prevent any 
awkwardness after this. But all things considered, l'm not unhappy about last night, ja?" 


"Good," Steve told her. "Neither am |." 


"Good," Anette said. She held out her arms and he smiled and gave her a hug and a peck on the cheek, both of 
which she returned. Then she opened the door and peeked cautiously out. "It looks like it's safe for you to 


leave," she said. 


"Take care of yourself, Anette," Steve said 
"You as well, Steve," Anette said. 


Steve slipped out, unseen by any paparazzi, and Anette packed her suitcase with the plan of continuing to 
travel for the remainder of her holiday. 


FEKK 


No tabloid headlines connecting her with Steve appeared over the next couple of months, to the relief of them 
both. Unfortunately for Anette, something else failed to appear: her period. She dutifully called Nightwish's 
manager Ewo with the news and followed his instructions not to make any sort of announcement for the 


moment. 


But by the end of February, her clothes were beginning to feel too tight around her waist. She was out 
shopping for something looser, to try to hide her belly for as long as possible, when she bumped into Johan in 
the shops. 


Johan looked at his ex-girlfriend closely and frowned, then approached her. "Anette? Why didn't you contact 


me?" he asked quietly. "| mean... | know what | said, but... circumstances are different now, aren't they?" 


Anette immediately realised that Johan assumed the baby was his and wanted to be a part of raising the child. 
And horestly, if she hadn't gotten her period literally the day he broke up with her, she wouldn't have known 
who had sired the baby. 


Besides, she did still love him, despite the breakup and what had happened in the aftermath. So she shrugged a 
little. "Well, with what you said, | didn't think you'd want me to," she told him. "But I'd be willing to start over, if 


you are." 
"| do want to, yes," Johan said with a smile. "Shall we start with lunch?" 


"ld like that a lot," Anette answered, looping her arm through his and letting him lead her to a café they'd 
often had lunch at in the past. 


Almost exactly five months later, Johan posed by Anette's side for pictures as she introduced her son Nemo 
to the media. When Steve heard the news, he smiled, pleased that Anette had gotten back together with her 
boyfriend and that they now had a child. He knew Bruce would get her a baby gift together with his partner, 
her bandmate Emppu, but he called ‘round to the rest of Maiden to take up a collection for a gift from them 
as well. Maiden and Nightwish had close ties, what with Bruce and Emppu being registered as domestic 
partners, after all. They'd have to get her something nice for the baby. 


And in Sweden, Anette looked at her sleeping son with a soft smile, very grateful that Johan had the same eye 
and hair colour as Steve. Her secret would remain just that. 


